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An amazing children's story by Nikolai Nosov - 
the Russian master story teller. One day mother goes out 
of town and Mishka and Kolya are left to cook their own 
food. How much porridge should they take? How much 
water should they add? They have no inkling of it. 
Cooking a simple meal of porridge becomes an unforget- 
table experience. 
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fwft jrM TT % RT % TR^T ^F 3 F FT «TT I 
tel *ft F^T F^ % fatT 3TT FTT | FT% 3TFT 3 

■gfr ®r^t ff , FirfF ff uf^h 3 t%ft f i ft Rt ftf ?|^t 



Last summer when I was living in the country with my 
mother, Mishka came to stay with us. I was very pleased to 
see him because I had been quite lonely without him. Mum 
was pleased to see him too. 

" I'm so glad you've come, " she said. "You two boys can 
keep each other company. I have to go to town early tomor- 
row, and I don't know when I'll be back. Do you think you can 
manage here by yourselves for two days?" 



“■gfr «rst Tpft t fFTpr f M," “ttf ff 

ijob-c^A FT FF ^ -Hcbcl ift I "gfr FF TJF WI FFTT % I 
^ F#, TRT F^FT FF^flTpT^FTTFTRTFTft Ftt, F ?” 
“FTT Ft’?” ^ FF I “FT FRFtf t !” 

* * FFT FFT Tp cfFT FFT #TT I ^fFF RFRT FRTt 

^T?” 

“^FTFTT^fFFFTT^FF 1 3WFT 3fft FR t ! ” 

“fF?FT,”^FF, “^FF^Tt-^fF^t 3TTFt?3Fr 
T^FF FFt TTFTF *ft t?” 

“RIFF FT FIT I %IT % fF 3RF FF FFIrff f I fF 
Tp FT Ftf ft I 3 TJJ# *£3T Ff FTFF I 3 FTTT ffFF 
FFTFFT fF TJFT fFFTt FT F FTF #ni” 

^^FT^FR%FFW^%fFFM3fft%T (^sf) FT 
FTT T£^ FT ffF #T Ff FTFT ffF fF ffFF FF 
TFT 1 1 



"Of course we can," I said. "We aren't babies." 

"You' II have to make your own breakfast. Do you know how 
to cook porridge?" 

"I do," said Mishka. "It's easy as anything." 

"Mishka," I said, "are you quite sure you know? When did 
you ever cook porridge?" 

"Don't worry. I've seen Mum cook it. You leave it to me. I 
won't let you starve. I'll make the best porridge you've ever 
tasted." 

In the morning Mum left us a supply of bread and some 
jam for our tea and showed us where the oatmeal was. She 
told us how to cook it too, but I didn't bother to listen. Why 
should I bother if Mishka knows all about it, I thought. 
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RR Rt RRTRT % df RRRR %$, #RiR RRRf ®TTcT 
RRf Jfft— “fRdTT RR RTRRT f, eft RRT WTPft R RTR, ” 

C\ 

■rtrt i 

^Ff% RTR RT Rdt ilf 3fk fRRRR % ^ RR fRRR % 

« RRt 3 H^PdR Wft RTf^R I RRf 3TRRt RfRRT PHR/ld! 
Tifft RR % fdR TsTIRRil Pi chid fdf I 

“ftfRiR RR Rt RRIdf,” ^ -5FWT, “RR RRRft RRidf Rel 
RR Rt RfdR Rifa Mcbl^ll?” 

Then Mum went away and Mishka and I decided to go down 
to the river to fish. We got out our fishing-tackle and dug up 
some worms. 

"Just a minute," I said. "Who's going to cook porridge if 
we go down to the river?" 

"Who wants to bother with cooking? " said Mishka. "It's 
too much trouble. We can eat bread and jam instead. There's 
plenty of bread. We'll cook the porridge later on when we 
get hungry." 



“RRTTf % RTpTT RTRRT RtIR %?” fpRRiT % RTRT I RR 

RiTRR^Rf TTRTTR)- 1 1 M 3fR M RRi% f I M Rd# 
% I '*fTR d J il, RT RR RTR RfdRT RRR eff I ’ ’ 

IFFT M RRcf 3fR RR RT ^R RTRTRTT Rif Pl-SptR RRT 
%R 3fR d% cfRTT RRt R^ 3TR "Rd fRR I RRcf RR TfR I 
fRR RR fR RT dR RR 3fft dRf ffefRR HT% if I 1?R% RTR 
RR Rddt RRidf RR RR I RR dR RR Tf , RT RdfdRT % Rif 
RtT RR RTR iff RRf I RR RR-RTTR RRff-RRff RdfdRT "ft RffRid 
ff RRR RTR 3Rf ftRt I RRf dRRR RTR "ft fRR RRt RR if fRRT 
fRRT I dltR RRT iff dtft ff RTR dRR d J il dfr fr "f" Rid 
-Sldf % fdR RR RT dt RFf I 

* * Rt Rtd t, fRRRiT, ” fff RiRT I * * TRl^f RT RR fl ft— RRTdf, 
RRT R%RT?” 

“ddT, ” fRRRR % RTRT, “Rfdd ft RRiT flf f I Rft RRR 
3RRTR % | M 

“Rt^t,”^ RiRTI 

RR^RPTfidRIRI I fRRRR Rfdd 3pR RcM ff 3TRT I * * 

RRR ft R? ft, ft RTR R RRRRT I RT1 % Rif fft RTR PlR)dl RT 
Tfttr 

We made a lot of jam sandwiches and went off to the 
river. We went swimming and lay on the sandy beach after- 
wards drying ourselves and eating our sandwiches. Then we 
finished. We sat for a long time but the fish wouldn't bite. 
All we got was a dozen or so gudgeons, teeny-weeny ones. 
We spent most of the day down at the river. Late in the 
afternoon we got terribly hungry and hurried home to get 
something to eat. 
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•d'HH Mcfldl R5t c b , 0®l- c b'0®l TpT RRT RfcTR Tt R7 fRRT 3ffc 
P+R d-H^ doMi RRT Hid! R7 fRRT I 

“RFTt RRRJRtR^f t?”^TR^Tl“R#, RTRT Rlt% 3 

Weft 1 1 <pr rt W 3fk rr4 W -RrsfeRtr 

R#FR 3TFT cpt TTRRTRT TIR dfk fRRRR RfoTRT RRTRTT 
T^T, RRRIR RF fRT t^RR ReM RTt RTRRT T^T, RRffRr RfTTRT 
3RT^-3TN RRT TIR RT I 

RRRt tt TR RRT 3?R 1RR #} RfT I Rf^R 

RRkTT # T1R I 3TRRR7 M fRW RTR Rf dfk % 

RcM RR ReER RR T^T t 3fk RfTTRT RT^t fRRRT TUT % I 
“ ^ fpRRR , ' 1 RRR I ‘ ‘ RfRRT R>t RRT ift TIR %? n 

"Now then, Mishka," I said. "You're the expert. What shall 
we make? Something that won't take long to cook. I'm aw- 
fully hungry?" 

"Let's make some porridge," said Mishka. "It's the easi- 
est." 



"All right," I said. 

We lit the stove. Mishka got the meal and pot. 

"See you make plenty while you're at it. I could eat a 
horse." 

He nearly filled the pot up with meal and poured in water 
up to the brim. 

"Isn't that too much water?" I said. 

"No, that's the way Mother makes it. You look after the 
stove and leave the porridge to me." 

So I kept the fire going while Mishka cooked porridge, 
which means that he sat and watched the pot, because the 
porridge cooked by itself. 

Before long it got quite dark, and we had to light the lamp. 
The porridge went on cooking. Suddenly I looked up and saw 
the pot lid rising and the porridge spilling out over the side. 
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“RRf, 

‘‘RR^RcMRTRtRT^; RMRT^rt!” 

fiwn % RRT oFTS^t Rft 3fk R7t RcM 3 

RTRR dcrMI RJR fRiRT I R1T RRt RRfT R?T, T R RR ^crldl iff 
Rcdl RRT 3fk RRR idd-xrldl "ft R?T I 

* * ■q?TT rsT f£r wn ^r ?m — rrtr rr rrt rrt t ? ” ^ft rrt 

RiRR 3 #FR RR RT RfRRT W$\, R^RR RR RRt Rt R?M 
3fk FJM RT I 

“M RTRt RTRT RRT?” 

“RRT R^f,” tel % RT^TI **^r Rt RFRt RMT «TT I Riff 

RcM 3 ^ Rt R# f?” 

RR^ Hdldfl RRTRR 3RR£t d<6 ^ <^l RI RRR %R RTT 
RTRf RTF Rt R RT I 

* * TFfT RTf J NI iflRT, * ’ RR^ RTRT I ‘ ‘ 1T^ 3fft Hldl -SKrMI 

RtRn” 

RR^ H dl cdl ^ fRRTTRfRR ^TRT RfcRRT RRT R^R R^RT 
fRRT I TFft % %R RRR RTRT % fdTR R^ 3RRR-TRTRT RfcRRT 
fRRTTRHT RfTI ^R% RK RRR RcM RTT fqR RR RRT 
fRRTI RR RRTRT T^T 3fk RRT # RR fRR RcM RT fRRRR 
RRfT I 

"Hey, Mishka," I said. "What's the matter with the por- 
ridge?" 

"Why, what's wrong with it?" 

"It's climbing right out of the pot!" 

Mishka grabbed a spoon and began pushing the porridge 
back into the pot. He pushed and pushed, but it kept swelling 




“Rf RTR!”fRRRTT 
Rf RRT, “RR RcM 
RRf fRRTm?” 

^FT% 3HHH1 RR#T 
3fk RRRt-RRRt 
Rf^sfkfRRRRFR 
RR^TTRIRTT RIRpft 
3fk RTR fRRTI 

RR^ RTRT, 

“^fkTJRRR 
rr ri? ^ fRr 
RFTt RRTRT RT 
RRff!” 

RfRRT RRkTT RT RUT 3ffc RT^ RT R RT^T, RRT RT T^I RTR RRT^ 
fRR ReFT RRT fRRT 3ffc Mdldl R fRRTRFf RRfT ! 



up and spilling over the side. 

"I don't know what has happened to it. Perhaps it's ready?" 

I took a spoon and tasted a little, but the meal was still 
hard and dry. 

"Where's all the water gone?" 

"I don't know," said Mishka. "I'd put an awful lot in. Per- 
haps there is a hole in the pot?" 

We looked all over the pot but there wasn't any sign of a 
hole. 
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FFT, “TpFf FFT flF FtF I FF 

% I T^T^— FT ^ FFT % I Hdlcrfi Ff FF% toTR jj^i^i 

^ftr 

“F^t FF t,” fFFTT % FFT I “FF ^Kt # T ToTcft f I 
% Ft ^ F?Ft % f^F FFT F, FFfF ^sT % FT* T^FFt 
FT PHcbdl F TFt Ftl F^ t?” 

“■gfr ff fft 1ft Ifff fft? fff Ft <p# # ftft t, 

F!” 

“FT, FTF 1 1 FFT ^F #F 3 F Ft Ft*t, Ft 3 FFt FT W 
Ft^FtFl” 

“Bfet, FFTFtl^f FFRF^FF FtFFfFfFl” 

cTFT 3 FTFT FTT FIT 3?fc fFTFT F%F FFF IF, 
FFFF FF fF FF FfFF fTFTFF F^T Fit PHHIdl TF I FIT 
Ft cR "ft* TfF FT FFT% dPd^t FT Fit FF Ft FFI FT^f cd J fl I 
3*tl FI iff FTT FF FIFt 3ffl FFTt FTFTF TFT I 
FlPsK ^tlT TTF TIFT Ft FF I 

“TJF FtF^ I# FFT Ift I ^FT TFTR Tf Ft ifFF T[FF FF 
Ft cFR F FtF l” 

“FtF t, Ft-Ft F7FTT 3 Ft Ft ^tt FTF FFTF FTF 1 1 
FTt <p% FF FTF FTTJF FFt Ft, F? FFT TFTFT TTF FT Ft IFF 



"Must have evaporated," he said. "We 1 II have to add some 
more." 

He took some of the porridge out of the pot and put it on 
a plate; he had to take out quite a bit to make room for the 
water. Then we put the pot back on the stove and let it cook 
some more. It cooked and cooked and after a while it began 



fcTF FTF t, 

fFFlt T[FF 

FF^FFfFFtl 
11 

“FtFFf % 
foTR FF FtF 
Ft FT I F-F 
FFFT FTF FT 
FFTF FFp FFffF FF% FTT 
%ft TIRT FtF % l M 

“F^ Ft FFFt FFT Ft FF t !” 




‘ * F, FTT % ! 3fk F < *JTsTt FTT FT TFT \ I fFI, TT^T FF FFT Ft 
Ft FF % I IFF Ft, TTF fFFFt FtF Ff 1? ? " 

FcM Ff RF fFTTF Fit 3*R F^FT% fR FTFT FF, “iTRt 
Ft TJFf FTFt fFTT FTRF l” 



spilling over the side again. 

"Hey, what's this!" cried Mishka. "Why won't it stay in 
the pot?" 

He snatched up his spoon and scooped out some more por- 
ridge and added another cup of water. 

"Look at that," he said. You thought there was too much 
water." 

The porridge went on cooking. 

And would you believe it, in a little while it lifted the lid 
and came crawling out again! 

I said: "You must have put too much meal in. That's what 
it is. It swells when it cooks and there's not enough room in 
the pot for it." 
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3NH<=b M TFf^T 3 37T RRT % TTcTcft RRT 1 1 



u 3TTR^ITTPTt^tfTMT^Tt, eft %5F R# W TRRT l” 

“eft! TPtM Tt fsRT xjpft % RRTRT RT RRRT 

%?” 

“ I TtfRR ^TT wm t % ReM tf RfeRT 3T^rt *ft >RTR 
tl” 

^Ff ReM RRRt, RT^f Tl 3RRT Pt+ldl 3?fc tW^T 
Ft RFt TFft Tf RF ^t Rft RilR I 

"Yes, that must be it," said Mishka. "It's all your fault. 
You told me to put a lot in because you were hungry, remem- 
ber?" 

"How do I know how much to put in? You are the one who's 
supposed to know how to cook." 

"So I do. I'd have it cooked by now if you hadn't inter- 
fered." 

"All right, cook away, I shan't say another word." 

I went off in a huff and Mishka went on cooking the por- 
ridge, that is, he kept scooping out the extra porridge and 



•3FH Tr^TT %RT TftF ®n<rdl % RIFT RRT I 

“RTFfRRTP’RFTt W, “RFtt eft^SFR^W!” 

U 3M RRT #TT? RUT! FRRR 3T^TT % I TFT cRT Rf Riff 
RfRFRFct l” 

“sfoF^TR 

fw % RTfRFT eft I RTe^t % 3 FFFtt RTRt 3TfF cpi RF 

RefT RRT I ^5 fwf 3 Fife 3TRT I 

“RFftR^Tt?”^^ 1 

“RFtt?— R^T^Tf l” 

* * RRft Ret I RTecft RTT RRT fRRT ? ’ ’ 

adding water. Soon the whole table was covered with plates 
of half-cooked porridge. And he added water each time. 

Finally I lost patience. 

"You're not doing it right. This way the porridge won't be 
ready till morning." 

"Well that's how they do it in big restaurants. Didn't you 
know that? They always cook dinner the night before so it 
should be ready by morning." 

"That's all right for restaurants. They don't need to hurry 
because they have heaps of other food." 

"We don't need to hurry either." 

"Don't we?! I'm starving. And besides it's time to go to 
bed. See how late it is." 

"You'll have plenty of time to sleep," he said, throwing 
another glass of water into the pot. Suddenly it dawned on 
me what was wrong. 

"Of course it won't cook if you keep adding cold water," I 
said. 

"You think you can cook porridge without water?" 

"No, I think you've still got too much meal in that pot." 
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“4, «Hd %!" 

“rrrir, t^rt r 3 ffR ffR?” 

“4 ri” 

**R§ Riff % ! RT TO ft RR ^ft RI ^TTTrrt I RR FR RFlt 

%ff rr 4?” 

“^R%RRtff RTRRf t r 
ff %RRtR3Tf I “RTRt, RRt ftl” 

“ff RRRfft r 
"wt?” 

“Rft, 

“%R% ftRIl” 

I took the pot, spilled out half the meal and told him to 
fill it with water. 

He took the mug and went to the pail. 

"Dash it," he said. "The water's all gone." 

"What shall we do now? It's pitch dark, we'll never be 
able to find the well." 

"Rats, I'll bring some in a jiffy." 

He took matches, tied a rope round the handle of the pail 
and went off to the well. In a few minutes he was back. 
"Where's is the water?" I asked him. 

"Water? Out there in the well." 

"Don't be silly. What've you done with the pail?" 

"The pail? That's in the well too." 

"In the well?" 

"That's right." 



“i4%r 

“ft RTRft % TIFT RERt ft ffR ft R?” 

r 

IFFt 4l Rift RdR Tit, RT if cfl Rif I 

“f RTRI H 41 RH 4T TT RTR R1RT % ” fTOT % W I 

‘ ‘ R, Rift RFT -U^cl, ’ ’ fff RUT I * ‘ RR Rft d4l I RR Rtf RR 

%Tfr^t r 

4% Rt RTR, ^fr ^it TO 4 T RRT RFlf wft I RR % Rif 
TRt RTR Rif RFft I 

f4RT R RUT, “Rift R1R % | Rift Rift iftRT, ft ^ft RRT R1R 
RRTt 1 1 ifRRTTR f ft 44 RT 4tRT RTtffp RTR RFTcft t 
fR r 4 RTRt fRRfR Rff ftRT l” 

"You mean you dropped it?" 

"That's right." 

"Oh, you silly ass! We'll starve to death this way. How are 
we going to get water now?" 

"We can use the kettle." 

I took the kettle. "Give me the rope." 

"I haven't got it." 

"Where is it?" 

"Down there." 

"In the well." 

"So you dropped the pail along with the rope?" 

"That's right." 

We started hunting for another piece of rope, but we 
couldn't find any. 

"Never mind. I'll go and ask the neighbours," said Mishka. 
"You can't," I said. "Look at the time. Everyone's gone to 
bed long ago." 
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“TfwHi c^t «rm r^’ rt 

rfftT rrrr ctt 3 tt i m 

“RFRt w RT RT^? wft RFTtf Rt ^Ff WR RR} 1 1 Rfft, 
RTS# Rft RRlt R^t Rfc RR s^HId RRt R R7f ef?” 

“RRRRRtRRPfRt?” 

“ ■3T I R R ft, Rt?” 

“R ff, RtRRRRRTh” 

IFFf !?tT R?t #RR R^t %RRft ^f RTRT 3fk ^)TT RR RR I 
%Rpft R)t Tf RRRT 3fk R^t Rpft Ft RF fpTRT I F^tF T^Ft RRt 
if «ft, *lRt RTRfeFT RR RIF I 

“ZRRRTTRt,”^ W, “^sr#Rl” 

“ 3RR RR RR RfR— ' RfR ftf?TRTFt Rt 7#3, Rt RRRR R 
R^ l” 

C\ 

^t RRt RFFRR RtfRTRTFt % RfTR 7#5FF RJR %RT I RRt 
RR RPTt Rt RRt # ^ fRT^RTRT Rft RRRR 3Tlf 3ftF %Rptt 
RTcft FRtl 



Mishka said: "It’s always like that. When there's no wa- 
ter you always feel thirsty. That's why people always get 
thirsty in the desert - because there's no water there!" 

"Never mind about deserts," I said. "You go and find some 
rope." 

"Where shall I find it? I've looked everywhere. Let's use 
the fishing-line." 

"Is it strong enough?" 

"I think so." 

"What if it isn't?" 
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“RR Rf R7R?” fRRRF % ^Tl 

u 3ttF RRt RtRTRl^MRRRPTtM R^?” 

“RRTT, RPR RRTFIR % R% RR 3 RFt Rtt RR, ” 

fRRRR % R5WT I 

* * RRt I RRfRf 3R^R Rt Rift F^RT iRT RRt FTtRT JR ^t ^FRT ^ I 
RRFt RRRPTt Rt RRT #tt I fRR, 3TR FFRft Rt Rt RRt tl” 

“RtRTf, Rt RcM ^t Pit l” 

* * RR^ RTFT %RFt RTt Rcftf^RT R# f, ” ^t R^T I 
“RtRrf, RtfRRTR^'Rt RRf Rtt RRfPTRT RRT l” 

“R7R TJR FTlFt RTR tRPRFf-fRFRRF RI RPR T#5Ft 3 # WW 
"^RT ^RIRcT Rt?” 



"If it isn't, it'll break." 

We unwound the fishing-line, tied it to the kettle and went 
out to the well. I lowered the kettle into the well and filled 
it with water. The line was as taut as a violin string. 

"It's going to snap," I said. "You'll see." 

"Perhaps it' II hold if we lift it very carefully," said Mishka. 

I raised it as carefully as I could. I had just got it above 
the water when there was a splash, and the kettle was gone. 

"Did it break?" asked Mishka. 

"Of course, it did. How are we going to get water now?" 

"Let's try the samovar," said Mishka. 

"No. We might as well throw the samovar straight into 
the well. Less trouble. Besides, we haven't any more rope." 
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RT 3ftl R ^ft RTI RRt f? ^ Rf W f Mt 

cTT ijjt W % I f*R "5^ ^ft cTR *ft eft crFT Tiff 1 1” 

“r#, R^t/’^pr *ft 

M Tl fWFR 3 eft RRI t # l” 

IFT R R* 3ffc Rtl RT TRf 3 RR d<6 ®fTR fR RT RRcI 

dp] I P+K RR ^fR R cffZ 3Rf I RR RpT R TFft T fl' ^T, 
ift fRRR % rut, * * Rff ifRT % — ^jf®r rirr <n j idl %, <rnidi % 
fR Tfft TfR^ RtT T ft TRFT, PlPtH RR TFfr T ft T TT ^JR 
RRt, RTt TRTT R ift RIMt] ^ RcTT % I RRT "Rift % fR 3hifh1 
RPRR^# dkrMl ^tmt l” 

“rrt rr rtt 3fk rM ^rt ^ 3RT3Rt 

WT\ Id MR R RFt 1 1 ^Rf rfmi ®fR 3RFMRFT RT 
xpEf^T ^5f ^TTT37TT r fRRT x^fteft ^ 3RTR 3?fc RT% RT Rt 
t^T RTcT R RRI fRTT I ^Rdl pi RT iR^-fRct Rp | 



"All right then, use the pot." 

"We haven't so many pots to throw away," I said. 

"Well then, try a tumbler." 

"Do you want to spend the rest of the night scooping up 
water by the tumblerful?" 

"But what are we going to do? We've got to finish cooking 
the porridge. Besides, I'm very thirsty." 

"Let's try the tin mug," I said. "It's a little bigger than a 
tumbler anyway." 



“RTR#f %,”i^RRI TW\ 

Rt RIT R]R %? Rt R^T 3 cr)=h< Rt Pdddl R[ lit Tf%, RR| 
ift RT3TT, R1 R^R Rf Rt ^t* %R Rpt | ’ ’ 

fRRR % rM ^BT Rt 3?fR ^R tt ^R RTT I ^Ft RFT R 
fRTT 3ttR RR R 3RR | 3M RTR dfPldl TTRRR RSI fit RRT 
R 3fk 3RT RRt RFf fR 3fk RM 

RT R TH fRIT I cMMt] "^1 % ®TR R®FRT 
idrdl I P+K Wq J llcSI RTT 3fll Mtc|-Mtc| R7f RTT I 

“^T% ^? M fW % Wl “RT, 3RT # ^ 3fk f— ' fR 
^ ^RT fR RRTT Rf !” 

^Ff TO TI^Il RI R3T I R- ^RT ^Wl 
2JT fR ®RT ! RR RRTTR RT Rt §lt 3fk RRRI 3^ ?IT I 

RTRRTRR1T ^ fRRT % ^ RsTT 3fk ^tcf ?{R 

fRTTI 



We went back to the house, tied the fishing-line to the 
mug so that it wouldn't overturn and went back to the well. 
After we had drunk our fill of water Mishka said: 

"It's always like that - when you're thirsty you think you 
could drink up the sea, but when you begin drinking you find 
one mugful is plenty. That's because people are naturally 
greedy." 

"Stop jabbering and bring the pot out here. We can fill it 
with water straight from the well. It will save us running 
back and forth a dozen times." 
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eft ^t^^THT3^ltr 
* * fq <sini, qt <pT qq^jq qr qisr^T i ’ ’ qqrr i 
“#qq qq qr* q^q?” 

“^q^q^jq! ” 

“^t^!”fWR% TOl“wfePTT^t qt^'q^T^tqt 

q^f r 

‘ * ^pft TRT q qq Hs$<rfl H c hl'-| % qq% q qqt qfTf I qq iff 

^^^qq ^i^m! t r 

“qq qqT#r «fr% ^ti qq qt qq #ti fw qi 3 

cRtr ft qpfrt— ^ #tt i ’ ’ 

“qqt, qtqrt,”^Ftqqn 

ftfqq qqq qt 3 fr qfqq fqqqt ft ft qqt, qt qf f qt 

qM 3TFTT |” 

“qfq fqqq f qqq ft qqft— W* ^ i” 

Mishka brought the pot and stood it right at the edge of 
the well. I very nearly knocked it off with my elbow. 

"Silly ass," I said. "What's the idea of putting it right 
under my elbow? Hold on to it and keep as far from the well 
as you can, or you'll send it flying into the water." 

Mishka took the pot and moved away from the well. I filled 
it up and we went back to the house. By this time our por- 
ridge was quite cold and the fire had gone out. We got it 
going again and put the pot back on the stove to cook. After 
a long time it started to boil, thickened gradually and made 
plopping noises. 

"Hear that?" Mishka said. "We 1 re going to have some won- 
derful porridge soon." 

I took a little on a spoon and tasted it. It was awful! It 
had a nasty bitter taste, and we had forgotten to salt it. 



fqtqq % q^fqqf qq qrq q^qf q^otf f qtqtT i qq iff fi 
q q^T f qrq ft qf sfa q^fqqi qqt f fqqqr qf i qqq qfr 
?#qqq fqqqqfr qtt qrtfqq qtt qfk qqqq ^jqtT ft qqT ffqT i 
“%qr %fqq qtqrqtfqqrtf q^Rd^i qqft t?” 

fqqqq % fta qtt #qqt qqT f sfn q^T f qf %qt fiq qq 
qq qt^T qiq ft qq fqqT, fqqqt q^foTqi ^<rfl qqr qiq i 
ftq w? f|q* qqqrt wj \ sfk qqqqr qqq 3qq qq qf i 
fqqqq % qqqq q^Tf qqr qrt i f qqqi qnt qiqqr q^qT q, 
ftfqq qi qf fq qq ft hm! qft ?tt, qqfqrq qq qqr qrq fqt 
?q?q qft ft qqT, qq q<ncii ft qq i qrrq ft qq qqT sfk 
q^fqqf qft qqq qq qft qttq^f ft qq it i 

“qt/’fqqqqf w, 

Mishka tasted it too and spat it out at once. 

"No," he said. "I'd rather die of hunger that eat such 
stuff. 

"You'll certainly die if you did eat it," I said. 

"But what shall we do?" 

"I don't know?" 

"Donkeys!" cried Mishka. "We've forgotten the fish." 

"We 1 re not going to start bothering with fish at this time 
of night. It will be morning soon." 

"We won't boil them, we'll fry them. They'll be ready in a 
minute, you'll see." 

"Oh, all right," I said. "But if it's going to take as long as 
the porridge, count me out." 

"It'll be ready in five minutes, you'll see it." 

Mishka cleaned the fish and put them on the frying pan. 
The pan got hot and the fish stuck to the bottom. He tried 
to pull them off and made quite a mess of them. 
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RTT ■(H'-bNi RR r^l r*-h< '^1l c h< Rt RR I 3T®T RRT <=h I 
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‘ ‘ Rt Riff, RR doll RFRTT I TpR^-RTRt RTTR RR 

<SKN RR^ % 3MM IRRt IJR RI R?f Rt ^RT RRt I RTR fRR 
% feU< IJR R>IMt] RRRf RR ^ |” 

“ crlfohd RR RRT?” 
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cb-SRl RT I RR^ clRT RTTRR ^RT 3fk RRtR-RRtR 3<rd] iff 
RR^f R?t Rt RR I 3HlRsK 1T^ RR ®Kdd iRRT RRT 3ffc IRFT 



I said: "Whoever tried frying fish without oil?" 

Mishka got a bottle of vegetable oil and poured some on 
to the pan and put it into the stove straight on the coals so 
it should cook faster. The oil spluttered and crackled and 
suddenly it caught fire. Mishka snatched the frying pan and 
I wanted to pour water on it, but there wasn't a drop of 
water in the house, so it burned and burned until all the oil 
had burned out. The room was full of smoke and all that was 
left of the fish were a few burned coals. 



l^RR RR ^ RRT Rc£ I fRRRR RfRRT RRRRT « 
«TT, #RR ^R^RI Riw fRRTTRTR ^TRT, Rt Tjff RRRRft RT 

M i 

* * ?IRTRR Rt RTR Wm,’ ’ 3ft RTRT I * r 3f 3RRt RR^R RTRfRR 
RRTRTT iflRt TT RTRR RRT "^RT it fR7 RfRRT W^T 



"Well," said Mishka, "what are 
we going to fry now?" 

"No more frying. Besides 
spoiling good food you're li- 
able to burn the house 
down. You've done enough 
cooking for one day!" 

"But what shall we 
eat?" 

We tried 
chewing raw 
meal, but 
it wasn't 
much fun. We 
tried a raw onion, 
but it was bitter. We 
tried vegetable oil and 
nearly made ourselves sick. Finally 
we found the jam pot, licked it 
clean and went to bed. It was very 
late by then. 
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We woke up in the morning as hungry as wolves. Mishka 
wanted to cook some porridge, but when I saw him get out 
the meal I got cold all over. 

"Don't you dare," I said. "I'll go to Aunt Natasha, our 
landlady, and ask her to cook some porridge for us." 

We went to Aunt Natasha and told her all about it and 
promised to weed her garden for her if she would cook some 
porridge for us. She took pity on us and gave us some milk 
and cabbage pie while she cooked our porridge. And we ate 
and ate as if we couldn't stop. Aunt Natasha's little boy 
Vovka stood watching with his eyes popping out. 

At last we had had enough. Aunt Natasha gave us a hook 
and some rope and we went to fish the pail and the kettle 
out of the well. It took us a long time before we finally man- 
aged to pull them up. But luckily nothing got lost. After that, 
Mishka and I and little Vovka weeded Aunt Natasha's gar- 
den. 

Mishka said: "Weeding is nothing. Anybody can do it. It's 
easy. Much easier than cooking porridge, anyway." 

tan 
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